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LILIPUT 

‘Liliput’ 

(Rough Trade Rough 43)***** 
THE ROUGH Traders’ cut-down on output 
this year certainly seems to be Paying rich 
dividends. 

! hate facts, but if my memory’s correct 
‘Liliput’ shoots in as the third singularly wise 
Rough Trade LP release so far, after Blue 
Orchids’ ‘The Greatest Hit’ and the Go- 
Betweens’ ‘Send Me A Lullaby’. 

What these LPs have in common is, 
indeed like an ABC, a playing around with 
the predictable, dreary old ‘album format’. 
They are very relaxed (maybe to Go- 
Betweens’ cost) and highly cunning, 
invaluable assets in the world of the old 
Rock Formulae that still pig-headedly sees a 
Twisted Sister as What The People Want. 

Once again, | hate facts but Liliput were 
once Kleenex who weren't up to much but 


Show some 


emotion 


theirtong lay off (two years or more since 
the last single) seems to tell @ rewarding 
tale. 

/n facti!), they have matured beyond 
belief. A three piece girl bard cated Liljput 
is in itself admirable — compare Au Pairs’ 
blatancy for example — but that they 
Should play a music with just as many 
sleights of hand is something ofa 
revelation. 

Like the Associates’ music, Lilipat songs 
fall into stables, 

Foremost, we have the stable that 
belongs to the cranked-up guitars of Marder 
and Schiff. Here we have something rather 
special, the ‘cranked up rock and rol/ 
geetar’ that fully lives up to Strummer’s 
recent testimonies that nothing is 
comparable to a good old-fashioned geetar 
hoe-down, 

On ‘Do You Mind’, ‘Outhurst’ and ‘Like It 
Or Lump It’, Liliput hammer down hard. The 
production is excellent and basic, the 


overall feeling not too indifferent as, say, 2 
Raincoatsarore, Essentially then ‘Liliput’ is 
as effective a rockers’ LP as ‘Combat Rock’ 
with as sage and balanced a set of 
contemplative, almost Sleepy feeling songs. 
~..Fell Like-Snakes, Twisting Through The 
Snow’ andMight is Right’ both have 
lurking melodies that comé Out at-you with 
4 vengeance. These are the two centrepiece 
songs on the album and they each reveal a 
feminism that is poetically based and not 
dumb or obvious. 

For, although Liliput are as much 
interested in the organisation of Society as 
Au Pairs or Raincoats — the Sleeve is a little 
town with little people about their business, 
as confirmation of that intent — they seem 
wisely more interested in time and What 
‘t Will Do for woman's cause. 

The relaxed feeling through ‘Liliput’ is the 
slow ticking away of time. Which leads to, 
or perhaps leads more significantly from, 
Liliput’s third, most important stable; the 
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influence of Lao-Tzu. 

This comes across in a couple of 
Beetheartian, madcap snippets of Chinese 
banging-a-gong rioting. All along, Liliput 
have had their direct influences up to 
scratch, and this Van Vliet twist to the 
proceedings isn't any different. 

What's most important about it is the 
final note of brooding menace and at the 
same time, artiltimately carefree 
benevolence (in terms of the Instrumental, 
as effective in that respect as Associates’ 
‘Something In Nothing Particular’ that ends 
‘SULK?) that it brings to Liliput’s statement. 
This is a long way away from the iciness 
we've come to expect from clichéd 
feminism and most welcome. 

Without ever thinking of sexual bondage, 
be like Gulliver. Be tied down by Liliput, .» 
prostrate and thinking up into space with 
just a toe or three wiggling where the ropes 
are slack enough and so inviting. 

DAVE McCULLOUGH 
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‘Fatalastic Attitudes’ and, to be 


PHIL LYNOTT 
‘The Philip Lynott 
Album’ 
(Phonogram 
6359117) ***#* 


THE FIRST Lynott solo venture 
came at a precarious point in 
Lizzy’s already turbulent career. 

After the badly-timed 
departure of the 
hothead/lightening-fingered 
whizz kid Gary Moore, which 
came slap-bank in the middle of 
@ crucial American tour, it 
became obvious that the 
temaining line-up were 
thorodghly drained of the 
fighting spirit that had carried 
them through enough 
disruptions to send weaker 
units into an early retirement. 

Phil Lynott has always been 
regarded as a ‘super’ trooper 
with a keen sense of survival 
and any internal altercations 
made him stronger, sharpening 
his instincts. But the release of 
‘Chinatown’ reflected the 
group's new predicament and 
left no doubts that they were in 
desperate need of a break. 

It came as one big let-down, 
leaning heavily on a couple of 
sharp riffs while the rest of the 
album was stodge, sheer 
padding. A total example of 
music biz ethics, proving that 
music comes last on the list of 
priorities and contractual 
obligations come before 
creativity — Lizzy’s depleted 
supply of inspiration just could 
not meet up with the demands 
and standards they had set. 

“Solo In Soho’ was Lynott’s 
anchor amidst the chaos, 
enabling him to indulge in some 
Personal therapy. It was a 
reassuring venture, giving him a 
much needed rest from the 
spotlight and obligations that 
can suffocate your true identity 
when you're playing the 
frontman. His macho man ‘one 
of the boys’ pose was 
Overtaking his personality and 
Lynott was gradually becoming 
a distorted caricature of his 
image. 

Fortunately, ‘Soho’ helped 
change any warped 
Perspectives and confirmed that 
Lynott, above anything else, 
was 4 naturally gifted 
Songwriter. But the unfortunate 
timing, general acceptance and 
overall commercial success of 
the album naturally led to 
plenty of Press-speculation 
regarding the future of Lizzy 
and gradually the band began 
to fall out of favour with the 
media who regarded them as 
‘unreliable’. 

This time around, Lynott 
made sure that his solo work 
would in no way interfere with 
the band and has gone out of 
his way to make it known that 
Lizzy and “The Philip Lynott’ 
affair are both separate entities 
although the history behind the 
making of the album has a lot 
to do with his involvement with 
Lizzy as it was yet again 
recorded during a dubious point 
in the band’s career. 

It was first completed in July 
‘81 under the working title of 


quite honest, in its original form 
came over as quite a doomy 
affair. At that time, the group 
were undergoing many personal 
problems which again were 
magnified by the pressure of 
commitments. 

Watching them in the studio 
during the early sessions of 
‘Renegade’, one couldn't help 
noticing the atmosphere which 
was as drained, colourless and 
vacuous as the aura of 
pessimism, defeat and lack of 
motivation surrounding 
members of the band, 

Also since his marriage and 
initiation into fatherhood, 
Lynott seemed to be having 
difficulties in straddling both 
sides of the fence that comes 
with being a rock and roll 
personality. It can be very hard 
to find a happy medium 
between the two lifestyles and, 
Lynott appeared to be 
questioning the probabilities of 
some satisfactory compromise 
while unsure of which existence 
he preferred, 

He again conducted his 
psychiatric treatment in the 
studios and this time was 
capable of conveying his 
symptoms accurately into 
words and music, There was a 
track called ‘Living Someone 
Else's Dreams’ that was 
painfully honest, self-criticism 
that wallowed in frightening 
accuracy rather than self pity. It 
was a modern blues-open heart 
surgery... 

Since then, that track has 
been dropped and the album 
has taken on a whole new feel. 

There's still a pot pourri of 
emotions that come spilling out 
in the songs; guilt, shame, 
compassion, the values one 
holds sacred in life which 
although usually related in a 
third person style, make it 
pretty obvious that Lynott has 
Opened the pages of his own 
book. 

‘Fatalistic Attitude’ with its 
late night phone-in conversation 
between a girl screwed-up 
beyond belief and some swarmy 
dj pointing out the selfishness 
of her suicide bid. ‘The Man's 
A Fool’, executed like a classic 
Isleys’ song, relates the 
unspoken paranoia people feel 
with meglomaniacs like Reagan 
controlling our destiny. 

‘A Little Bit Of Water’ marks 
Lynott’s respect for the 
marriage ceremony while 
‘Cathleen’ and ‘Growing Up’, 
which segue into each other 
perfectly, relate the story of a 
girl who grows up in a loveless 
world and both beat 
Springsteen at his own game 
when it comes to relating the 
confusion and. need for warmth 
and stability when going 
through adolescence. 

"Ode To Liberty’ makes a 
mockery of the hypocritical 
values of the impotent protest 
era with Lynott doing a 
humorous parody of Dylan. On 
the last two tracks of side one 
Lynott abandons the thinkers 
Cap, replacing the serious pose 
to become the streetcorner jive 
artist again. A bottle of gut rot 
wine and a cheap motel 
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PHILIP LYNOTT reflects on past days of tireless ligging 


complete the scenario for 
‘Gino's’; the Jackson Five 
discover powerchords and 
distortion on ‘Don’t Talk About 
Me Baby’. 

Since its formative period, 
the Lizzy situation has sorted 
itself out through the natural 
Process of time. ‘Together’, a 
track that was recently added, 
displays the new optimism — 
hyperfrantic funk, a successful 
mixture of Midge Ure's 
regimented robotic electrobeat 
disco combined with Lynott’s 
compassionate vocal delivery 
which slices through the 
mechanics, 

To slot this album into any 
category would be stifling its 
obvious potential. This is an 
accurate aural document of 
Lynott's unlimited talents. 
Listen if you please. 

PETE MAKOWSKI 


THE DARK 

The Living End’ 

(Fall live 005)*** 7% 
SHOUT IT out loud: The Dark 
are dead! But then, who cares? 

It's perhaps indicative of the 
band’s indefatiguable arrogance 
that their last album should be 
a live recording of their final 
gig, an event which at the time 
was greeted not so much with 
a fanfare as a weedy toot of 
indifference. 

Let’s be honest, for some 
reason the Dark never meant 
beans to the world at large. | 
suspect that’s mainly because 
of the image, appearing as they 
invariably did as roly-poly 
renegades from some House of 
Mirrors rather than a riot squad 
of mohican hardnuts. 

Personally, | thought the 
guys were wonderful. 


Throughout their short career 
they spat in the face of 
regimented punk and they 
‘swiped at their contemporaries 
with a quite malevolent and 
monolithic humour. 

This mini album (just eight 
songs strong at 45 rpm) was 
recorded during a multi-band 
bash down the 100 Club and 
it's an honest representation of 
the band's bolshy, Crap-against- 
the-fan approach, Guitars howl, 
bum notes moon about all over 
the place and Big Phil 
Langham’s affected vocals are 
divinely hysterical. 

If anything, it's an appetiser 
for the ‘Chemical Warfare’ 
album rather than an epitaph. 
Although obscured by the awful 
sound quality, tracks like ‘All 
This And More’ and ‘Soldier 
Dolls’ still excite and intrigue. 
‘John Wayne’ — as near as 


a 


they ever got to an anthem — 
is present as you'd expect along 
with other such hoots as 
‘Einstein's Brain’, ‘On The 
Wires’ and ‘Shattered Glass’. 

If the album does have any 
failing, it's the lack of any 
real and substantial 
atmosphere. A live Dark album, 
especially a last-ever-gig-live 
Dark album, should have been 
a chaotic noize-fest, a rusting 
punk tank careering noisily off 
the rails into legend! The one 
thing it shouldn't have been is 
polite. 

‘The Living End’ (great title!) 
is little more than a slap-hazard 
bonus for the few Dark fans still 
around. A cheap 'n’ cheerful 
testiment to a band constantly. 
Out of sync with the pop punk 
beat. | don’t know about you 
but I’m gonna treasure it. 

STEVE KEATON 


